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know whether I told you that latterly, ta save them-
selves trouble, they got ixito the habit of flinging me
înto the fountamn stark naked ; but, as I think I men-
tioned, 1 became quite expert at balanicing myseif on the
top of the jet. Last night, when the slaves bad de-
i)arted, I puit my hands over my head and projected my-
self into the air, endeavouring to faîl clear of the basket,
which I did. In a moment 1 serambled over the miarbie
coping, and I think the pasha was dozing, for lie mnade
no motion either to stop me or ta cal! bis slaves. 1
was afraid mv brain would play me a trick, and so 1
acted with intense celeritv. In a moment 1 was at bis
throat and had hini pîiloned and helpless on his back.
Grippingy bis windpipe with my Ieft hand, 1 uundid bis
scarf with My riglit, and soon had it bowstringed rournd
bis neck-

"You surely did not strangle hum? cried the consul
horrified.

"Oh, no, I shotuldn't tbink of doing such a thing. 1
have great respect for the position of pasha. I Lya--vid
him, so that he could not cry out, and tied bis hands sa
that lie could not clap thein together. Then, with some,
difficulty, I stripped hlm, and dressed myseif iM bis
clothes. He seemed stunned very mucb by the sudden-
ness of my onslaught ; and seeing that lie was too
panic-stricken to cry out, I ungagged hlm, and unbound
his hands. Then pîcklngr hM up-all the time I was
struggling with him, remlemnber, I saw tbree pashas, mny
braîn wobbling about like loase nails in a rolling barrel
but I steadily concentrated mny attention on the. iiiddle,
pasha, and resolved ta attend to the other two alter-
wards if they should still be there-picking him up, then,
as I say, 1 flung him, back downward, into the basket,
and before you could snap your fingers, hie was dancing
on the waterspout high above the palmn trees. The other
two pashas had gone up witl i i; and se folding bis
robes around me, I walked calnily down the passage,
through the monkey Court, alang the other passage,
through the Court of Pains, and sa out into, the street,
unimpeded, the watchman apening the gate for me and

closing it bebind nie withotut a word. That is the beauty
of bav ing well-trained servants, unaccustomed to ques-
tion anv act a Mani does. Froni there 1 camne directly
ta Vour resi dence, and here I remain uintil you can get
nie on shiphoard."

"But MýeSiminis, yout don't mnean to say you heft
the pasha there all iiight?"

"I bav e but follo'wed bis uwn Arabie text, wbich N oU
w iii find engraved arouund his foulntain. 1 ba-e gc. en
hiii water, and plenty of it. It was flot for me to in-
terfere Iurther. 1 did not tell y ou last niglît, fearing
'vou might cansider it jeour (lutN' li intervenle. If the
hiaSha. hikes bis position .at the top of the fauintain, lie
bas doubtless reînained there ; and 1 can assuire iiii
from experience, that it will take hlmi several days ta
Iearn ta make the dive I mnade."

''Oh, but this is rnost serions, MISiinmins, taking the
hiw into, volur own bauds ini that way and endangering
the person of the pasha."

"I tocak the Ihisha into miv own bands, but there is
nio law in bis c.aravaulsarv, and I didn't like ta trouble
My govertiment over a small persanal inatter like this,
knowiug thev would t alk a good dcii! and do nothing.
And, alter ail, one kanulot pay a greater compliment to
bis host than ta folIow luis example.''

"I iist send down at once and sec wbat is the out-
corne af thiis."

"Certainly," returnedi AfcSim-mins ;"it wauld only bie
a neiglboulrlv thing to do.''

Buit uit flit Mment the gorgeotus kawass rapped at
the conisuls door. "14xcellency,'' lic said, a tbrill oif
fear in bis quîtiveriiug xvice, "news bias came that the
Pasha Zixuri bats been fo-und drawuied in bis own foun-
tain. Mlseîu are the wavs af Allah, the good pasha
is ganle."

"Ah," said McSimnmins grimly, "every situation has
its compensations. If lie has had too mucli water in
this world, it is not likely that lie will have ta complain
of an over-supply in the next."

The APonry of Learning Golf
p' I other day Mr. Balfour declared, says M.A.P., (like Alfonsa) becomes a poor creature. lEven a Primejthat golf is not a gaine for oid gentlemen. "Lt Ministur (like Mr, Balfour) la a bungler. Feverlshly theis,"1 lie said, "a gaine for young people, and unless successfiul mierchant grasps his driver and embarks uponyou begmn it when young you. will neyer enjoy the full the sea of unifaithlomiable failure. No cunning avails. Noglory o it when you are old." 1 used te be a golfophobe. wisdlom proflteth. For lie wba wauld canquer the impI despised golf. I sneered at mny golfophîl friends. Teofa golf muaiit becomec a littie cbild. H1e must abase bisMe golf and semility were synonymous. But last sumn- pride in the dust. Ile must expose bis folly ta themer a young Irishinan converted me. Ris exubriant world. He muust mnake a public laughing-stock ai biseulogy of the gaine excited my curlosity and 1 bought grey halrs. It is said that Lard Cîhancellor Campbella baLrful of strange weapons with strange naines. In- took dancing lessons nt the age af thirty-four, but hies--tany the devil of golf entered inte my seul and took took therr, like Nicodemuiis, in stealthy prîvate under an

possession of me. No longer was I master of myself. assumed naine. The emilnnctt mnan who condemtns golf
The things which formnerly engrossed me berame stale and caninot hiope ta learui the dreadful spart in secret. Heflat. For nearly a year I have grleved over My wasted must î>erform bis grotesque cantartions in public. H1eyouth. The past is past, but 1 bitterly repent the heurs must enduire the furtive grill af the caddie and tbe simu-squandered on idle work and unprofltable play. 1 sarrow lated gviyof the clubl verandah. H1e must nat only
aver the memory of holidays squandered wantonly. make an ass of itrseli, but lie must also feel an ass andPiercely I think of weeks and weeks and weeks that were be ani ass for manorths and even Years. There is no otherutterly nill and void, aithauglibefore My uflseeing eyes gaine wvhicl auacue the babitnally and contentedly
stretched the reproaching li2nks. **Yes, 1 have even waikd inicomlpetenit. Many mlenl delight in golf who know thatignorantly over undiscerned paradises in ai parts of the they are living mnonumients of fincapacity. Indeed, theworld. 1 have vacuously gazed at golfers year alter worse you play tIe gamle, the miore you enjoy it.empty year, and in mny besotted foily iailed to grasp the Lt is generaily beivdthat Ananias was an aiwiyler.
sklrts of happy chance. For ail My other sins I can 1 don't belie\'e ït. Hie was a golfer. No other gainefargive myself, but for this sin neyer. Reader, there is places.so severe a strain on the moral nature. An ini-only one kind of remorse that is intolerable. Lt is the campetent ang.ler is a consciaus liar. An incampetentremorse ai the golfer who has nlot teed a hall in his teeuis. gohfer is an uincansclous hian. Ln the early agonies ofOther omissions iay be buried in oblivion. We can for- golf two and three tmake four. Lt is too inuch ta askpet the kiss that was nat taken i the mnoonlîglit, the the Mnost upright man to cauint accurately the blows lieword that was nlot -uttered În the conservatory, aIl deals at a hall in a bunker. Before we -idolise Georgethe wamnen we have flot married, the bargain that was Washington, we ought ta relleet that lie neyer playednot bouglit, the siglit that was not seen. But we eau golf. After three blind swipies in a bunker, you feel tîntneyer forget the years that miglit have been and were mnat %vas nat inade for zirithinetic, but that aritîmetienot consecrated ta golf. was made for man. How cati yau count wlen voiu cani-There is, however, one grain of sugar in your cup of not sce? ILow ean you add up wlen yau are a .runaway
gail. nhe basis of golf is sufferingadteougofe windmlill in a sandstorin?
suiffers more than the mature gler. Youth plays the
gaine with levity, but ninhood playýs it with the pas-
sionate soleInity af a minor prophet.~ The fun of golf Lt bas recently bee3i stated tînt ta find an English-is due ta the torture of mental conflict witbl perverse speakîinZglieaple among whomn poetry is an incident afinatter. Youith misses the awful joy of isdirected toil. e'veryday life, one must go ta Austraha and New Zea-It learns golf too easily ta taste the true ecstasy aif tor- land. Li Auistralia, it is said, they want ta rend poetry.ment. The mati who lias achieved success in other forins In New Zealand tley want ta write it, But is it strangeof actlvity sucli as trade, politics, painting, literature, .that in a land whîch Mr. Kipling lias called "'last, loue-oir football, linds to his horror wheu hie faces the tee.ýVliest, loveliest, exquisite, apart," the inhabitants shouldbox that all his knowledge is a vain thing. Even a king turu to gentie thouglits of rhythmic expression ?


